held what he wanted. When war was declared Fido was in
Paris boarded with the head keeper in the Bois de Boulogne;
we had left him there, as we supposed, for the eight weeks
of our intended visit to England, and there he had to re-
main for many months while at first we debated returning
to Italy, and when that proved impossible, how to get him
to England.
In April 19401 wrote to Harold Stainton, for many years
our vet and a valued friend, to ask if he knew of an enter-
prising young colleague who would fly to Paris and rescue
Fido. His answer came promptly: 'I'm an old friend,
aren't I ?... What's wrong with me ?'
Somehow he begged, borrowed or stole a dog box and
got it accepted on board a plane and very soon afterwards
we received a wire telling us that he and Fido had landed in
England. And so Fido went through his quarantine and
once more became our inseparable companion. He was
growing old but he survived John by a year. It was actually
almost a year to a day after her death that he made up his
mind to go and find her; I do not think he had fjgr to^
seek....
But when we undertook our trip to Lugano, Fido was
still young and lively and handsome though some people
might have considered his appearance peculiar. With the
onset of the summer heat we had shaved him all over with
the exception of his head, his bracelets and the tassel at the
end of his tail, and being very susceptible to sunburn he
was covered with freckles large and small and looked like
an enormous pink truffled galantine ... he would be very
shy at first after this operation but a few days would efface
his self-consciousness and he would swing along beside
John with his beautiful free action, looking up at her lovingly
from time to time.
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